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wave 


day one 

week ten 

six of one 

two down, how many more 

of this vast grey end of my rope 

hope on a rope, only one hope per day 
but as much fear as you want 

this is the law 


all of you 
so far away 


from me 


so 
damn 


far 


take my life 

fill it with sea 

say my name, no, sing 

how much i miss the sun, the sky 
the wind, the land 

a long walk out of my mind 


what is the true name 


for this loss 


what will you call me 


if evet i come out 
of this 


bad medicine 


clouds scrabble through unreadable 
dunes. a stiffie shakes the chainlinks. 
already mid-day blue unconsolable 
tide. that smell is bad medicine, 
impells us to leap off cliffs, 


leave behind all we love 


evening, full of roar, leaps over 

the wall. a norther may wuther later. 
the beach ups and runs, bright fleeing 
to the dunes knowing a stream will 
find that first cut in the levee and 
push, push until the ocean 


comes looking 


coming 


roadside icons, bird calls 
from an older world. rain, hard and dour 
impossible to go on, impossible 


to not go On 


coal fug muzzles the sky 

in a city famous for comic operas, cheap 
munitions. roads covered in graveyard mud 
they still haven’t renovated the sky 


fot Bezos 


bitter lights jitter over rotting 

fascia. padlocks snap at my heels 

piles of glass eyeballs surveil my every mood 
another maskless Christmas stomps 


through a Costco 


hours hang over the hotel balcony 

duelling poets spool out couplets on the spot 
reaming each other with rhyme 

until the mob crowns 


a winner 


loudspeakers order us to respect 
private property. throwing grand pianos 
armoites, of ourselves out windows 


can stall housing starts 


wind forecloses on widows 

and orphans. soldiers in the lobby 
to-ing, fro-ing. they’re going to burn us 
alive. we are no one no where yet 


somehow in their way 


i climb the twisty silence 
oil paintings roll their eyes, all those perps 
clad in capes, garters and ruffs 


judging me 


to reach my room i keep track 

of landmarks, suit of armour, mounted 
stag. a clock strikes some hour or 
another. snipers may be 


sighting me 


familiar smell of tallow 
itaise a lantern. the fire ladder bolted 
to the bricks is only a Fireladder 


Feature 


an opera cape wilts on a silver 

coat tree. wind jimmies the doors, small 
things hunting each other in the carpet 
no snow yet but i can smell it 


coming 


bad rhymes 


my stay on that little 
isle of mists seas freezing 
ice enough to let you 


ghost north 


all those left behind 

folded and folded again, folded 
into the rocks of hills broken 
words bake in slow- 


cooked sky 


downhill valley sunlit 
billboards. so many layers 
money laid bare. pristine died 
invisibly, alone and 


long-ago 


tivers, cold and loud 
pineshadow hard on the ground 
roads pocked with greed 
thickets full of 

id 


earth rolls into sunset 

rifles shining in light, headers 
running off the edge of 

the scarp 


mucky cornucopia 
of scorpions shouting bad 
rhymes. everyone hears 


no one listens 


and 


heat and drought brown 

my room. thorns sprout from the walls 

it snows so hard the kitchen door is barred shut and 
i disturb the burrs, shovel a path to get my groceries 
and it rains, it rains without end until the room 
blooms purple and yellow and 

everything smells 


black 


whirlpools 


sidewalks quell the whoop-up 

of roots and rock. herd of bearded elk stuck 
in traffic. madwomen peering through 

too few too small 


apertures 


smoke of magic tricks 
gone wrong. emergencies strobing blue fire, 
communal hum of influencers shilling 


essentail oils 


the theatre has eaten its players 
in the museum, people lick the paint off 
the Monet when no one is looking 


no one evet is 


autumn, down-and-out 

and jobless banging on estate gates 
nabobs dipped in shadow lose the plot 
spilled mortgages rorschach 


the market 


indiscriminate criminals 
remnant stand of hipsters. cock-fights on 
trading floors. women in the thick 


of incident 


first responders at the Twitter 

pileup. hearts shot through with arrows 
murderous animus in the air, the whump of 
people falling through their own 


hollow earths 


10 


en garde 


cameras swivel over the razorwire squaring the de-listed park. 1 follow the 
fenceline for a while before a black SUV stops in front of me. a man rolls down 
his window, tells me ?’m in direct contravention. i shake a barometer at him and 
throw it at the fence, making it crackle and flash. next day i return, stockpiled 
with photos, diplomas, family abums. every day i will bombard this fence 


with relics of a less cruel future 
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peril 


1 

our zone is famous for its covert network 

of marshes, ponds, decayed chateaux full of dead 
drops. late-day shadows regress into 


populist fascism 


at my level i should only be able to hear 
rumbly tumbrels, the jolly hoots of cowherds 
at dusk 


they can’t know 


nights i lie wrapped in globally enforceable 
terms of service. serenity candles project my giant 
conformity on the wall. must keep calm, 


do my bit and hi-ho the war effort 


all should be well but no matter how hard 
i try to comply i don’t know protocol from 


a hole in the wall 
my life-value is far below the level i need 
to purchase a permit to dream but somehow 


somewhy i’m dreaming 


really 


im trusting you not to tell on me 
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2 
i wander the pseudo-feudal lands 


to the edge of subreddit 


smell of pickling brine and motor oil 

from aa ruptured start-up citca early dotcom 
blown windows, black holes in the walls 
hierarchic directory buried in 


suspicious mutability 


only a few stairs still work but 1 reach 

a clearing where a circle of hooded hedge funds 
chant and dance farandolas around the fate 
machine. tick-tick-tick, a spinning tape 


plays a minuet 


i stop, troubled by inchoate emotion 


forbidden at my level 
core identity still intact but compromised 
must follow the breadcrumb trail out before 


a dream lunges from a neural forest 


leads me astray 
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3 
early, pastoral girl leading her patterns 


of behaviour to the aquifer 


everyone, including me, may ponder 

a vast sky of Space-X satellites, ooh and ahh 
over the astral shimmer of cables linking 
imperial terminals across 


the empyrean 


threat level high today. noon-time 

boom of pantomimes. bear-baiting, 
monster chuck-wagon racing. Punch & Judy 
malware markets. drones perched 


along the firewall 


a dream is dogging my footsteps 


i dodge all the Covid parties, find 
the nearest wellness station, shower until 
iam clean enough to return 


home 


4 

a branch taps the window, reminding 
me the candlelabra, mirror, broken lute 
in my room, see all, forget 


nothing 


SmartFridge (TM) monitors my conduct 
and habits, reporting the odds of my being 


a felon or traitor to the nearest cloud centre 
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dreams are personal, subversive 


they mean banishment from the grid 


of the shared world. i don’t want these dreams 


im happy as an anonymous proxy, a drop 
in the synoptic array moving along 


network lines 


data stored and wired, guard towers 
holding a time-life of my memory. deletion 
a public fiction, a ruse. everyone never 


remembers this 


shadows replicate, compress, encrypt 
my anger, resentments bide like coelecanths 
deep in non-volatile flash 


storage 


5 

an autocomplete stumbles from dredged 
sea beds, pallets of murdered trees. 1 wipe 
my laptop but multiple selves continue 


roaming the signal paths 


dream closing in on me becoming 


mote and more numinous 


i can’t stop them 
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the undreamed world 


another no-name day 
Sun King’s brocaded carnage 


parades down Quaint Street 


roads so loud since 


they removed the sea from the city 


history cringing in abyssal 
parking stalls 


gangs of neon every 

which way. faces wrinkled with 
injunctions, feet tripping 

the hairpin turns 


of denial 


ait blue with what 

people let slip when they think 
iam part of their we. but what 
is me, what is we, what is 


them 


the undreamed world 
rushes by me, a freshest wildest 
o’clock full of deepsea 


believers 
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chalk circles 


i blind-sight through the days, mostly invisible 
if you really want to see me come find me but 
keep two meters between us. people shimmer 
in summer heat, fleeting thoughts without start 
ot finish. 1 go out when i’m hungry. if i like 
someone i walk beside them from across the 
street, say hello, nod, maybe tip my cap. if they 
respond i draw a circle around my feet at the 
place where we connected. tonight 1 lost the 
sunflower man but find a solitary walker who 
bids me a good evening. i draw my circle and 
step out but instead of leaving 1 look back at 
the path that led me here, the rocks, scree, 
trees closing rank, falling sun gaslighting me 
with visions of magic bridges. threat of snow 
overt the Pyrenees. i am unable to recall where 1 
came from, much less how i got here, or why i 
am cattying a valise that contains only a little 
wooden rocking horse. the cry of gulls leads 
me to the rim of the circle. i drop pebbles into 
the centre but don’t hear a splash so i must 
lower the ropes, climb down 


to continue 
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tide land 


days come and go 

a boom, a hush 

a sigh 

how have i made it 

this far 

just a shade of my past self 
hey, past self 

why not toss your shade on me 
what else am 1 good for 

what have i ever been good for 
why was i born 

time 

old hat here 

a soft shoe exit 

tiny road at my toes 

if they ever let my face out 


of this cage 


how do you find your way 
from home, not a stat 

in the sky 

all i know 

it’s best to stay as far away 
from the gods as you can 
i say this now 

but i’m not sure 

?’m not mad 

ot what mad 


can even mean 


now 


on the border 


1 
welcome to the daily opening 


of the floodgates 


i dig through big ground fog, 
piles of crime blogs, add flavour 
and freshness to charcoal sketches 


of missing girls 


delete yet another spotlit 
opportunity to monetize the joy 


in my life 


the Hubble telescope peers 
down on me as i ablute, prompting 
an emergency alert. the Alberta 


government ordering me 


to wear a helmet for my own 
good, to protect myself and others 
from my memory of 


better days 


on Netflix the final episode 
of False Start was painted over with 
a jaunty boating scene then donated 


to a thrift store 


20 


i sand an old wooden Sunday 
wonder why people keep throwing 


them in the ravine 


2 
just returned from treasure- 
hunting in the asbestos where they 


burn all the ghost money 


spells appear on my phone 
zoom puppets at their pulpits sampling 
Knights Templar, all the rosy 


ctucians in bloom 


iam pitied by committees 
for sinking to the subatomic bottom 
of the barrel, deep in deadwater 


and razot-clam 


Twitter still on the border 
of murder, gutted by egos vast and 


desolate as bus depots 


a glacier waves as it slides by the 
window, releasing its abyssal bile filled 
with the posts of christmas past 

sent by disposable souls 
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3 

seasons fly off the wheels 

of trucks. i grow eelgrass theories 
hot proxy cold war economies 
and deadhead invasive 


antivaxxers 


another tech palace built 
on silt. four-storey mushrooms 
hroom from the shore, nasturtiums 


hanging from hooks 


i haunt the mainframe while 

a gloomy Roomba ebbs and flows 
until caught in half-baked 
thought 


4 

light working late into the night 
turns away from the sun bleeding 
in the underpass runed green 


and Voynich-rich 


the mirror returns only the face 
of the crowd, the face of history 
must get in all my midnight 


calls before noon 


22 


banner day 


a live wire snaps off a pylon, whips in the ait above the galleons stopped 
at the light. guards patrol the streets until the shops roll up their grills. 

a banner flows down the wall of the Dome. 1 dump my blame 

in the trenches separating me from tenements roaming 


the streets demanding spare change 


23 


shimmer 


sulky day running through tantrumy dunes to creamy 
beach flecked with whelks. odd corners of boom and shush 
where sea meets land. windful of egrets 

the shimmer along the marram 


this is new 


dawn washes away yesterday’s dumped weapons 
unmasked memories nosedive into cloud. seaweed pickles 
winkle holes in the grey insistent be not afraid 

the isle is full of noises, sounds and sweet airs 

night coming in on the tide almost 


too low to hearopen and close 


24 


temp 


today’s assignment sends me to a head office 


ive never heard of 


iam an actor who sub-contracts for the country’s 

largest performance agency. they send me to replace 
employees at all levels of the corporate ladder as i appear 
much more convincing in the role of hard-working employee 
than actual employees. my work entails smiling, speaking 

in clichés, holster full of readymade affirmations. 

of course i dress discreetly, 


just in case 


X Corp is in the northeast quadrant of the city, 

an unmarked office building on abandoned land surrounded 
by pawn shops, demolition sites, some former embassies. 

at all hours crying and sirens, the crash of bottles 


tipped into industrial bins 


the 20th floor is deserted, one office drifts 

into the next. my shoes strike the matte black floor. 

i turn down a corridor of identical doors, shudder at the weird 
sounds coming from the rooms. on my temporary work station 
is a severed head and torso in the process of being stripped. 


apparently i have interrupted something 


25 


i peer into a conference room, lost. 

the embassies have disappeared, sucked into the murk. 
sudden erratic sunset, huge thunderclap, rain falling 
endlessly. i duck under the velvet rope, 


find a pit latrine 


later, i step into a clearing, warm my hands 

on a drowsy fire. birdsong, water dropping from 

the ceiling, twigs snapping, doors, blinds and desk 
drawers open, cubicle partitions covered in fungi. smell 
of microwaved food, coffee. no one here, only half-eaten 
breakfast sandwiches. 1 pick up one of the still warm 
mugs lining the counter and hold it 


until the vines move in 
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crawlspace 


middle of the Permian desert of nested windows, long trail of pixels, 

ancient shells of deep-dwelling metadata. my mind belches steam before 
getting down to work. after reading my mood an avatar takes over my screen, 
promises me cup-runneth-over wealth and salvation. i close the pop-up, 
resume packing forests into dark boxes. money doesn’t overflow, nor 

does it trickle down. money keeps to itself. money either passes you 

in the crawlspace without so much as a wink or nod 


or it pins you down and slits your throat 


27 


re-port 


i drop through twilight into a typical lost-valley town thrown down at 
the feet of the oil derricks. a chinook wind spooks politicians into 
vomiting all the welcome banners they have eaten. past a last aspen 
stand then left on a green belt clinched between the housing tracts and 
the intractable sea to Motel Row. my suite at Mariner’s Rest is webbed 
with wifi. bottles loiter on the soiled table as if at any moment a party 
could erupt, again, but i won’t let that happen, the report is due. i open 
my laptop, slap some syllables on the screen. they refuse to be saved 


and disappear, leaving me to ripple alone in the dark 


stripmall at sunrise. i am briefed on all the products and services i can 
purchase before washing my hands in the ashen window. newsfeeds 
gear up, start cutting, flaying, bundling the day. my head is off but 1 
follow the first heideggers into the city, which is full of moai high on 
the fumes of profit and ready-made slums. chipped teeth spill into the 
street. smell of cordite and flame-throwers, open veins of personal 
malice sluicing into oncoming spring. every year fewer urine tests 


return to spawn 


28 


night stumbles behind me into the suite. shriek of rumours striking the 
chopping block. after scrubbing city paranoia off my toes 1 sit at the 
table. must write my report but no matter how much concealer 1 apply 
to my corpse-paint lexicon the words refuse to march around the 
template. instead they refill the glasses, fasten a collar and leash on me, 
jeering as they upload the video, until a dark wood breaks through the 


walls 


29 


wrong-sized 


the machine spits out my number, not even close to the digits shimmering on 

the screen above my head. so much heat, sweat, the reek of moray eel not helpful. 
finally, iam plucked from Reception and ushered into Consultation only to be told 
my head is the wrong size, my face falls short five millimetres according to Facial 
Recognition software. the man enters Head Incorrect Size in the box marked 
Other on his form. after being left to admire his skill at keeping a cursor between 
the cells of a spreadsheet, i am strapped onto a gurney behind the one-way mirror 
and wrapped in head-to-toe plastic to avoid contaminating others until 1 promise 
to adopt the living conditions of feudal society at the close 


of the 12" century 


30 


de-homed 


(in the gig economy) 


here on the other side of Normal 


a cloud throws shade across another 


house i can’t afford. low-lying front of big-box billionaires 
lurking around the smoking factories 

no longer citizens or even human, we are the omen 
generation, specters living in tunnels covered in fungi, 
remnant forest, organic or plastic. strange creatures abide 
here 

i scoot through the condolands to my hollow, walls 
leaking charcoal, tallow, diminished prospects. 1 have slept 
too long under this trickle-down fable, can no longer 
remember first rule of Fight Club 

tired of the all-night people tolling at the Red Gates, i 
follow the positive thinking memes to the clinic, let them 
CGI me 

rid myself of vermin, embrace turbo-determinism, 


welcome the gig economy 


31 


i swipe at cobwebs covering the parapet 


mottled with pharmaceutical 


gummies. at Churchill Square the pathologist bends over a 
body. he bawls his findings through a bullhorn. some people 
applaud, others boo, monies change hands 

i sit on a headstone, open a social media account. 
cloud-faces remind me nothing is more important than the 
eyeball-harvest. as a new influencer i am the human face of 
the non-stop media aggregates 

hard work requiring skill. every moment of the day 
my face smiles, tumbles into dismay, always moving with the 
times. bad news, post an extreme selfie, show empathy, 
ensure my followers know i’m not a bot but a real human 
packed with tear-jerker ballads 

YouTube proves my latest vay-cay was triple-churned, 


my fake romance Tik-Tok official 


32 


after years of retreating the Tower 


has finally disappeared, the scaffolding 


that led to the moon collapsed years ago. election night, all 
tiki torches parades, bonfires. the Watchman left his post but 
they still activate the mechanical crickets ten o’clock on the 
dot 

phones hiss and spit, hundreds of strange voices 
skirling around me. i generate click-bait, innuendo, tweet with 
wit, invite randos to the convo, amass my army of eyeballs 

the bells are raising the trolls, a dog howls, a child 
falls. night, fleeing the enraged sun, curls into cellars. could 
the death-toll numbers be spiked? is climate change a hoax? is 
cultural genocide a thing? 

a mega-church belches. a homeless pulls a tulip out of 
a planter, eats the bloom, spits the rest out. polls suggest, 
contrary to the new testament, most neighbours are 
unloveable, the poor should be ashamed of themselves, do 


we even need a New Testament? 


33 


a gravel road leads to the mouth 


of an old tunnel full of rheumatoid 


arthritis. what is XOFLUZA? side effects include being shot 
during combat in an Dollar General. learn why 1 rely on 
Metamucilage to repair bone damage 

more empty condos lapping Old Town Square where 
they replaced the runaway clock tower with a sun dial. do you 
really need numbers? every day i choose to be at my greatest 
elongation from the sun and so should you 

i wasn’t always a positivity advocate. like you, i had to 
be schooled in the value of essential oils. here’s my secret, i 
keep age at bay by reaping the shadows of dead holy-men, a 
revolutionary holistic program tailored to body, mind and 
spirit. shadow extraction is good for your skin and for the 
planet. zero bunching, zero bulk, zero leaks 

since they changed the laws you can extract human 
matter and quietly bottle the spirits of the dead without the 
politically correct evoking Hades 


34 


so your clothes have turned on you 


threatening to unravel and expose 


the conditions of their production. now is not the time to 
heed sartorial complaints. this season is about being a 
consistent brand, clothes that know their place. choose from 
a palette of greige. the drabber the better, let no one pick you 
out of a crowd, accuse you of elitism 

sky glowers in fury, wildfires, heat domes. wind creeps 
around the parapet, shaking the plastic aspens. this double- 
curved lifting brush is crisis-proof 

be a certified bad-ass. take charge of your life and 
self-tattoo. why not rise from the chair before completing the 
tattoo for that bloody, menacing look? stand your ground 
against raging seas, fires, inclement pandemic 

the red carpet took three million years to debut. you 
can’t wait that long. apply jojoba cream, murmura butter 
mask for the coveted Nova look. always be radiant-cut, the 


bezel-set diamond shining in eternal night 
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police radios gibber, two counts 


kidnapping, one count tampering 


with a corpse. Jehovah’s Witness cover-up, an ousted CEO 
infects both Gnostics and Syriacs with XOPFLUZA 

feral royal spares in the rainforest. tumbrels drag- 
racing, dropping bodies into pits without stopping to cover 
them in lime. people growing crueller in the ephemeral pool 
and always that sad business, the ivory, the slavery, the 
invasions 

i return only to find my hollow over-run by humours; 
choleric, sanguine, melancholic and phlegmatic. they tell me 
potential buyers are bidding and i must vacate so they can flip 
my wattle-and daub 

time to set up a Patreon account, hack my own path 
across the Pyrenees. stars can be refinanced if one is of good 
yeoman stock 


no one can say whose bones are lying under the infills 


36 


iam an influencer, a wellness guru 


fast-fashionista. i harvest 


eyeballs and bottle the spirirts of the dead. i honed my 
genealogical skills in a poisoned hedgerow. much bloodletting 
and enemas, but i did learn how to read the undergrowth 

sun doesn’t reach beyond the Red Gate. i may be de- 
homed but won’t give up, go all gargoyle in the squalid turret. 
gig economy means self-empowerment. the more 1 work the 
more i make. 

why not a delivery service where 1 bring handcrafted 
conspiracies to your doorstep, all your dark thoughts, fresh, 
organic, ready to chop, mix, bake and post. Covid-19 hoax, 
anti-vax, flat-earth, child-trafficking, pizza-gaters, Trump 
resurrectionists, Q drops 

why give money to George Soros and Bill Gates? 
select your own menu without risking exposure on DarkNet, 


fresh ingredients delivered daily, tekkies, anti-tekkies alike 
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i ensure vegan, organic, non-GMO 


theories, daily updates 


from Anubis the Dog Star. why not install spy-ware into your 
jade ege? upload Babylonian omen texts, cryptic jeremiads, 
alien runes to your favourite platform 

ot, if you have destroyed all your tek and wrapped 
your home in tin-foil, i will send the texts from Nostradamus, 
the Book or Revelations, Alistair Crowley, any text you 
choose, by personal courier. 

the sun dial trembles as light rises and falls. where 
there is light there is shadow, where there is sound, echo. who 
can say where one ends, the other begins? 

the world springs into existence as we invent it 


second by second from this darkness 


38 


askew 


1 

tugboats hoot, a lonely note 

umbrellas clash at odd corners. town hall 
stands in a little square unsheltered 


by skeletal trees 


midnight prowls the alleys 
over at the Forensics Lab one body lies 
in cold storage, the moon 


has gone missing 


meanwhile, someone invaded 

my flat, replaced my Queen Anne chairs 
with replicas from Dollar Depot 

and filled a tulip glass with 


fleurs-du-mal 


they brought in a what-not 

shelf and filled it with glass globes enclosing 
tiny models of the Grotto of Lourdes 

a place i have never once 


thought of 


the usual lunatics bark 
from TVs, computers, cellphones. upstairs, 
Dolph hammers and saws 


all day, all night 
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2 
i meet the employment agent 
who promised me a non-existent job 


spots of rot browning the Not 
Wanted ads 


cats howl down Route Nationale 
another funeral cortege lunges from 
a side road. peak-season. region 


crawling with priests 


there’s something off about 

the trees in city hall square. they seem 

to grow in ranked order based on ratings 
compiled by social media 


influencers 


i take this evidence to a police 

station, fill in a form, slump in a room 
facing the black-creped altar displaying 
photos of officers killed 


on active duty 
a microphone is pushed 
into my face. 1 forget any statement 


i planned to make 


a door slams 


40 


3 

i return from the vale of false hope 

to find my walls painted beige, covered 
with photos of children and dogs, studio 
portraits of people i don’t know 


the dust on top of the armoir 
is mixed with particles of oil, and gun 
grease. 1 have never so much as 


touched a gun 


Dolph is on his balcony 
blowing a hunting horn. i venture 
further inside and find the moon lying 


on a fainting couch 


A 


intent 


letters mutter threats until they grow into words and smother the 
house in debris, leaving only a few chairs to grieve. i pull clean clothes 
from the cutlery drawer, pack my bag and board a bus to visit plans 
that have burned for a thousand years. days run ahead, fall back. low 
stone bridges, long blocks of same-faced dreams marching around the 


prison yard 


i am a fearful traveller, wary around cellars and centuries of railways 
but i do the best i can, the words were cut into the wrong side of my 
skin. lock-gates open, words sluice up the sides of my boat. they walk 
on land, breed in water. day after day i see them climb out, look 
around, dive back under. come night they break in, curl around my 


feet, cover me with their roots 


exposed in low season the words swell and bellow. they twist like fish 
in slurry. they ply me with deals, hiss conspiracy theories, raise welts on 
my skin. they enter my bloodstream, muddy my eyes and ears, but 1 
erew up speaking weir, i refuse to take their bait, and wait until they 


forget i’ve been stalking them, that i intend to kill them 
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unsafe behind 


spring, an exotic import here 
lighting, early fluorescent. soon, lilacs and 
fireworks blooming quick and hot 


in the creek 


clouds of iron sulphide 

and paranoia. i drift among tailings ponds 
vast rolling mills, the horses on the hill 
who require no pasture 


no water 


three times i have fled the cedars 
to hide from police, knowing the Claw will 
drop at noon crushing the walls of this 


much too early late day 


wild longing for wine, song 
a loving touch but unsafe behind the hate 
slipping through a slit in the sunset 


snap of flags 


all visitors to the city must wear 
fishbowls. umbrellas rise to the first rain 
a yeat ago. a prop plane skims over 


the grey inequity 
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subdivisions rumble over a grove 
hundred year-old oaks stacked on a tumbrel 
mocked by mobs of pruned 


eunonymous 


i open the door to a row 
of coats, boots, rifle butts. light collides with 
the coffee table. more and mote screens 


attive 


murderous conservatives bloviate 
through my shower head, troubling the weak 
border between this reality 


the next 


sound of typing and drip coffee 

behind the outcrop. a Uniform going through 
my pockets, rope curling 

in his hand 


they drape a white sheet over me 
wheel me into the white place where i did 
what i did and will no doubt 


do again 
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Ill 
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surf 


what is true 

when any one 

lies in ruin 

the good old days 
are old and very over 
they may well have gone 
to the moon 

this is the old part 

of the day 

slap of oars 

cry of wind 

open the doom 


and let ‘em in 
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flikr 


1 

all this light pissing in alleys 

i walk and walk, days upon days 
wind flogging ragged cloud, autumn 
throwing down its shadows 


sumac talk-back 


2 

the village raises its hackles 

i want to pull the children out 

but important men come, buy out 
the bottomlands 

mudflat slag, bog and slues, trees 
growing wrong, no trespassing 
knee-deep in bones 

wisp of white smoke spirals 


from the sourmill 


ce) 

entire city of loot caught in 5G 

cheese graters 

hum of tumble-dry coming from 

the minotaut’s lair 

heavy metals scare me, iron, blood 
rusted grins of war men covered in guns 
every night floods my garden. shadow 
kin huddle on the shore 
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ley lines 


bio 

undermined woman pummelled by pandemic 

date of my birth, hmm, story is, when i was born 

the sexton tolled the bell 

what else do you need to know? 

iam nearly five thousand miles from my past 

my third eye can be merciless, especially when wounded. 


i mostly appear in lakes, mirrors and spoons 


halcyon 

a cove down the coast to the east of town, road 

rolling deeper into a new world 

tom-toms of autumn. men towing machines 

down to the sea to simulate an economy 

another Sunday falling by mistake, filling my leaky Nikes ochre smoke curls over the 
crossroad 

trees fall back, razorwire grown higher, wilder 

vireos on a red-eye flight 

no one has seen the islands since a billionaire 


stripped them for parts 
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local colour 

juggernauts roar down the boulevard, pursued 
by Accuweather 

purse cars, fast food lube jobs 

decks of cards shuffle through alleys 

lowing of bells at their daily toil 

milk cartons assault photos of missing children 
under a sky full of hurricanes so tiny all they do 
is harass the same three leaves on the last tree 
in the city 

feral bagpipes sighted just before the airport 
sovereigned itself 

the dulcimer player, on the porch of the Café 
Orphée, lit from behind 


festivals 

public beheadings, popular on Churchill Square, 
supply steady income 

a fresh-cut woodblock sits in the centre of the 
scaffold 


Dear Premier insists on a new block for each 


of the condemned. some claim this is unnecessary 


given the number of executions 

i can’t hate Dear Premier as much as 1 should 
when i was a kid he said he would display 
my head in his Sky Palace 
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neighbourhood watch 

gates made of consecrated wood and concertina 
wire 

guards at their posts, dead pheasants slung 
over their shoulders 

houses tethered to dollarama tabernacles 
sea-curled people in windows 

a child, eating alone, looking at nothing, Dear 
Premier’s voice crackling through the static 
of a dying star 

we didn’t vote for Dear Premier 

birds drop seeds on our heads, our roads 

are used for military drills 

we have been erased, re-mapped or triaged 


our mussels ate loaded, safeties off 


geolocation 

picture a mock chateau squatting amid 

ice floes in shrinking night 

i row across the floor. all the passing storms 
turn everything greenish along the ley lines 
always a door slamming, a creak, an odd footfall 
but no one to help carry the comfort amphora 

i bought today 

to be fair, my chamber is underground, address 
displayed in Roman numerals and i may have 


filled my forms in Cockney rhyming slang 
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Book of Hours 

wind, banging doors 

plains blistering in the panhandle 

smell of sulphur, cough syrup, authoritarian 
drone of lawn mowers, my moments of rite 
and pastime in this grandfather clock 

of conspiracy, superstition, endless variants 
of hate 

no one is permitted beyond the lit zone, 
alone and unarmed but the bones are singing 
and a moon is climbing out 


of the earth 


51 


expired 


somewhere north, blackened scarp hiding the tanks that strut through the city at noon. 1 
step onto the dock. the modernized water seems flat, ominous without waves. around 
me, enhanced atmosphere, tempered crust, blasted mountains, carpeted seabeds, dyed 


sands, roar of an early lyre idling in engineered air 


at city limits 1 am scanned by small beams of light shot from metal walls then led into a 
nexus of pedways. Als strut down the avenues. i key in a credit number and destination 
code. numerals race across office towers, dragonflies flash in a sky full of cloud, mist. 
sounds of laughter and splashing. a ship appears on the horizon. my session ends, a 


ripple, all gone 
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phases 


i can hear their eye-rolls, 

all the degraded words but i come from away 
and endure the shaming until their voices grow 
lighter, stranger, tinkling like so many 


elves-on-shelves 


so many things scare me now 

evenings trapped between infills, roving gangs 

of garden gnomes, people pushing large abaci at me 
on public transit. this happens 


too often now 


old friends call from felled trees 
trash swirls between my ears, weeks tottering down 
trickly alleys pocked by the crunk of coffins tossed 


on the urban conveyor belt 


dinner time always lying in wait 
i seal jars full of jellied things, feed valerian root 
to my iPad, its cooling tower deep in vine, 


topped by a stork nest 
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the ladies raise their fans, appalled 

at the thought i might ride roaring drunk into 
the parlour and horse-whip the guests. only once 
do i trip and crush a wishbone into 


the parquet 


ballads drive police mad with 

all their barking. dozens of scepters retrieved from 
rivers. seven people confess they have tried 

to murder me, the bloody apps only 


now coming to light 


lonely hour in a wind full of fish heads 
warehouses redolent with illicit cinnamon. grim 
old church, all the saints bagged as trophies 
ages ago. my heart breaks through 


the clerestory 


a lantern swings above a pawnshop 

full of perfidy and porphyry. cages full of opinions 
dressed in yellowed bridal gowns. deserted by my 
umbrella I float among crowns, cherubim 
accolades spilling through 

the milky way 


they turned the city into a open pit mine 

methane gives me goosebumps, stink-damp makes 
me run ina circle. 1 hide in a stump until the last 
mummer goes home. no one knows 


where the moon went 
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whisperer 


yet more people ramshackling around weaponized tenements. nearly all the original 
balconies lie broken on the ground. unquiet spirits churn afternoon into evening. 
before i even reach my room the bannister curses me, i slow-clap, our daily call-and- 


response 


soon as i greet the door and enter, the wall starts in on me. age, aching joints from 
years spent bearing all the weight of such a drab building, perfidious roofs and 
glamorous windows getting all the credit. floorboards groan. oh, the footfalls they 


have suffered. so far, same old 


ceiling rife with spiders feasting on yesterday’s storm. the tv sulks in its brackish pool. 
a leaf flits through the window, lands on the kitchen table, which bellows in outrage. 


the bathroom mirror tut-tuts as 1 blow oil futures out my nose 


lowered into this unsettled hour, cut with doubt, i quiet over a bowl of thought. 
moments patter down on me, ghost crabs scuttle up to the wrackline. stop, i shout. 1 


only press buttons, flip switches, pull levers. i can’t free any of you, 1 can’t free myself 


morning shunts back and forth on a swing. birds trudge to work, drifwood rumbles 
up and down the street. the Gulf is a grey, molded substance dotted with drains 


citcled by shanty towns. windless, only the memory of an old storm stirring the sands 


snow a skein of pain. today’s corpses hanging from branches. i touch the trees and 
listen, what angers them most is not the weight of bodies, or the blood, but all the 


heads just tossed on the ground 
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maybe i listened too long to those infernal trees. they are following me back to the 
city, knotted, overwrought, shouting at people in the street. i finally shake my 
inquisitors at a parking lot where the Corporation’s eight chimneys emit today’s 


reality 


despite all the bail-outs, the Corporation went mad and fired everyone, filling the 
streets with ex-citizens dropping into potholes. far end of the parking lot, pampas 


grasses all in collusion, refusing to speak to anyone, even me 


a sun tries paddling through the infomercials babbling along the horizon line. 1 slick 
through the drainage tunnel, descend the stairs below the loading dock because i 
must, it’s my job. i go slower and slower, a ton of suppressed ocean weighing me 


down 


walls start yelling about the centipedes, mud adders, shit, so much shit, as they do 
every single night. the lexicon-machine glows in its compound. as usual it tells me 
about ash, stone, iron. 1 sit by its side and wait until it starts murmuring about soft 


loamy soil, the touch of plants and animals 


i sing to the lexicon-machine, make it feel safe, loved, convince it that tomorrow i will 
take it to those places it knew and loved and had to leave. i tell it 1 know the 
Corporation is mad. i reassure the machine how important it is to the new reality, the 


lexicon-machine finally sleeps 


all too soon it will wake, its memories turned to tomorrow’s reality. job done for 
another night, i leave the way i came. the hill has kept the moon up all night over 
how steep and scrubby it is. 1 look up at the moon yawning her head off over the 
unfortunate hill, the trees full of corpses, the severed heads, the mad Corporation, the 


homesick lexicon. tomorrow, already here 
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flip side 


yet here 1am doom-scrolling fakeBook as if 


strapped to a gurney in an airport 


a world of patterns and codas, lords sending their orders 


through a speaking tube down to the servants’ quarters 


beachball cursor spins, buffering the black ops lurking 


on the flip side of normal 


a crisis gushes into the ocean, swelling and cresting, always 


breaking, just broken, about to break 


if I don’t pull the thin curtain, huge author faces will peer in at me 


whatever you do, don’t look them in the eye 


memories of better times seep across the floor under my bed 


i know they’re lies, they led to this 


fedex drops a box of economic recovery on my doorstep 


daily special dotted with machine-gun nests 


newsfeeds pumping non-stop through my aleatory system 


content drips from walls, slips into my boot 


57 


thoughts emerge but drop quickly back into murk 


i hope at least one dream will let me in 


all the apps peacefully docked at the bottom of the screen 


suddenly lunge like malevolent genies 


i curl around the pieces of Osiris 1 picked from the noise 


reality should have outlived me 
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uncanny 


this is not the way our ferrymen secure their ropes. they untie the knot from 
the bollard, pull the rope into the boat and coil it there, but i suppose there is 
more than one way to cast off a boat. i pull back my hood, scan the desolate 
stretch of water. how wide it is. over by the Mead, a ship waiting for the tide, 
perhaps, but its sails are furled and it’s so still it might have been moored 
there for years. i know it hasn’t, i know it’s not a ghost ship, it’s only 


the falling ash that makes everything so unlike itself 


59 


return to sender 


colder outside the city 

fields trundle by until they are swallowed 

into the folds of a coastal ravine. rough scrub 

running with fugitives, scapegoats tipped from speeding 
cars. lights blink from towers, passing helicopters, drones. 
a flock of broadcasts darkens the northern sky. 

messages from the dead come at random. 

no use asking why they come to me, 


why i’m like this 


some spirits i know from way 

way back, before 1 was born. they are never 

gods, priestesses, wise ancestors, teachers, not even 

personal trainers, life coaches or motivational speakers. mine 
are spiteful, always willing to do a dirty. the bad ones would suck 
the marrow from my bones if they could. they are easy to find 
in towns where nobody comes from, car parks, strip malls. 
believe me they have nothing profound to say about 

being dead, the afterlife or anything else and 

tonight, like all nights, 1 will wake at some 

ungodly hour and cry, trying to block 

their noise, release myself from 

their chaos, their inchoate 


distress 
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yelp 


i paid for an azure sea but it is stained burnt 
umber, curled and snarling red edges 


sunset hunts running water slurring over a rocky next 


up-and-down chanting the last 
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pays-bas 


sleety little street full of tolling bells 
children hidden in topiary shapes, rooms lit 
by tulip bulbs 


* 


warm, perfume of simmering herbs 

evening crawls across the floor. damn, i only 
paid for one torch, i hit my head on a storm 
alone in a light teeming with ancient eyes 


lost alphabets seeping from old walls 


* 


i jitter through covid streets 
trees snigger behind their leaves. they steal 
the shirt off my back to bind 


their wounds 


* 


clang of an anvil shakes the sun 
awake. stalls of glass-eyed cabbage, hanging 
baskets of eels. coal cellar, a man, always 


a man lurking in the dark 
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* 


i have learned to sly and sidelong 

in the city, a ready smile and swerve 
when the odds turn against me. a shape, 
some one where no one should be, 


a glimpse hurtling toward me 


> 


furor of infowars, roar of subreddit 
cancelled statues poach game from 
supermarkets. another nest of homeless 
people crushed by giant art hurled 


from C-suite windows 


* 


armed guards use the moon 

to break down doots marked with chalk 
crosses. i leave once the head is severed 
and thank the executioner 


fot his service 


* 


houts come at me from all directions 

i have cancelled all relations with clocks. 
unstrung from the calendar, tilling days 
all the same, infomercials murmuring 


into the wee smalls 
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* 


night clutches my ankles. dreams 
peck me with their great beak-masks 
and take me down, down some mote 
people still out walking their dead 


ot soon-to-be 
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so far beyond 


1 

here you are again, bush-whacking through the schoolyard. your serpent lies heavy over your 
arms, sleeping it off, whatever “it” may be - cushion, foot-stool, the Alexandrian Library, the 
Lost Continent of Atlantis, peace and goodwill toward all mankind. don’t ask. as a mere 
courtier nothing in your job description mentions transporting great scaly reptiles, not even 
Other Duties As Required. you’d quit right here and now, except you don’t know where to 
find Head Office. the forest closes rank, bread crumbs leading to an oven and more walking, 
endless up down up again, feet twisting over root clots, rolling days and nights, rainless 


thunder, no riverside to lay your burden down 


2 

scree, more scree, scree begetting scree, Son of Scree, tenth generation scree, thus saith the 
lord thy god who hostaged his only begotten son, who takes out his father’s rejection by 
telling you the reason you're sliding in scree with a serpent draped over your arms is all your 
fault, you brought yourself into the world, you’re in the world you chose to be. a sinner, oh, 
play it, Sam, play that song again. teetering on a ledge in the nose-bleed section at the 
heaven-earth cage-match, looking down on rock slides, creeks, ferris wheels, houses 
tumbling through a psychotic wind. serpents, mountains with messiah complexes have never 


been your long suit. 
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ie) 

keep walking, you forfeited your last chance to turn back long ago, around this corner lies 
another corner giving up the ghost. alone and unsaved among drunken pines, as susceptible 
to bears as anyone, face glazed in tears and snot, unable to bail out of this path they said you 
chose. there is nowhere to leave a dormant serpent where she won’t be stolen, plundered, or 
where she won’t wake up and die of shock upon wakening and who gave you this charge, 


who knew you could never ever walk away and leave her 
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